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Ivlanchu dynasty were ruling. No new upheavals, no
new uncleanness! The Manchu Emperor, over-
refined, mellowly faded as my books, precious as my
porcelains, was throning over us, personification of
a hierarchy that gave us security and leisure.

44 Whenever I spoke like that, my brother pressed
his fists against his temples and once he was so over-
come with emotion that he insulted me, a thing he
never had done. He said I was an imbecile.

'I'd like to stuff your room with manure/ he
exclaimed, 'to make you understand how real life
smells. Hierarchy, indeed. A gang of gluttons above
our heads.'

u When he talked like that, I went out of the room.
These words were too low and common for the study
of one of the literati.

fct The Governor of our province, Wu Lien, was an
obese man who hated my brother. Now I come to
think that my brother all the time was involved in
conspiracies. Beggars came to our door, peeped
round and entered without my brother throwing them
out. He was often absent on journeys. Sometimes,
at night, I thought to hear the ateps and voices of
many men. But my frail body needs much sleep.
Sometimes I sleep for fourteen or fifteen hours at a
stretch and almost always I sleep so greedily, my body
refuses to be disturbed by anything. Whenever I
heard steps and voices by night, I thought I was
dreaming and slept on. Till one day soldiers and
police broke into our house. The Governor followed
in person. My brother tried to resist but was over-
come. The rough hands of the policemen gripped me
too. At me, the Governor laughed.